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pallor of Ailia's face, anil her glorious
eyes lit up with a radiant light.

"Take me to him," said. I

will give him my own nu;sare."'
, .Jfitti&INS

My Vnlciitinn.
What would I have tliw. other than thou art,

To win my whole soul's love ami bless my
days'?

What other eyes could I
Blue as blue flowers now dim with tears that

start
For gentle pity from thy trentle hearu

Then triad with smiles, as when a master
plays

On answering- chords, or o'er the wtnd-bar- r

strays
Some wind that laughs to come, and grieve

to pure.

How shall I Stly praise thy true soul's truth,''l'hy scorn of what is base, thy love of good,
Thy wit and wisdom thai with grace com-

bine,
The glow and com age of thy feastess youth.

Thy strength and nobleness of womanhood
The biassed whole of my dear Valentiu.y

Louise Chandler Mouiton.

read yet more plainly their inmost
thoughts.

At least so felt Percy Montrose. Re-
served to others, to him Ailia was par-
ticularly cold and shy, noth withstand-
ing she recognized his mauly, frank
nature, and knew well that to none
other did her soul go out as it did to
the handsome impulsive young man.
the sou of her patroness; but she knew
the pride of birth aud family which
filled his mother's heart, and so she
resolutely hid her love.

At last the end came. It was morn-
ing, and Ailia had been playing.

Wrapt in thoughts which were
sweet, yet sad as the strain whose
cadence yet lingered upon the air,
Percy found her.

It was an unguarded moment. Hho
could hide hc-- r heart no longer.

And when he hud once won from
her the assurance of ber love, her pas-
sionate Italian nature asserted itself,
and as her lover clasped his arms
around her, with a burst of tears, and
an inarticulate expression of tender-
ness, she laid her head agaiust'his
heart, and then, and not till theu, did
Percy feel sure of the prie he had
coveted so earnestly.

But Ailia was not suffered to live
long in ber dream of bliss. The proud
lady who had constituted herself her
patroness took matters into her uwu
hauds. What she said Ailia knew not.
Ail unheeded, the storm of anger
passed vvei her head, until a sentence,
bitterly expressed and scornfully spok-
en, arrested her attention.

'Like a thief you stole into my
house wound your toi)s around my
boy: he sees it. too, since I have open?
ed his eves. He himself sent me here

for

Silly, Romantic Maidens.
"You common folk know nothing

alnuit adoration," cried a popular act-
ress the other day. "If you want to
be incumbered, swathed about, as it
were, with undying devotion, you must
go upon the stage. The adoration will

mostly from young girls under
IS. it is true, but iheu what matter
where one gets one's sweets -- o that
they are an assured ijiiulitv?

-- Baltimore is particularly notable
for lovelorn maidens of this type, and
I have had as many as a dozen letters
a day from them.

'What do they want? To see me, to
kiss me, to look at me! They send me
fruit and flowers, bon-bon- s and books,
and they come up here and positively
walk into my room. I very naturally
say, 'I don't kuow yon. Who are you ?

What do you want? For heaven's sake
o away.' I positively turn them out.
hen, after a time, there comes anoth-

er knock at the door. I look out cau-
tiously.

" 'Ah, they say, 'my dear Mrs. ,
just let us see you a minute. O, do,
,do, do!' Then I say 'No!' very flatly.
Well, then, let us just kiss your hand.

Please put your hand through the door,
aud we'll kiss it and go right away.'
As I'm not particular about being a
party to such idiocy I persist in my re-
fusal: I'm sure I can't imagine what
they mean by it. It makes me blush
for womankind. I wonder why their
mothers don't give them something to
keep them busy and prevent them from
making such horrible fools of them-
selves. They beceme positively maudr
I'm for want of something to do or some
reasonable object to centre their sur-
plus ardency upon. And then the im-
pudence of them!

"The other night I came out of my
dressing-roo- m after the evening's

and found a pale-face- d girl
standing there, as lynx-eye- d as a
Sheriff. As soon as she saw ine she
ran up and caught hold of me and said:

161b. Granulated Sugar
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Interviewing IHckens.
In a ninety little drc-siu- room justj

oft' the siage of St. James' Hall, in Buf-- i
falo, Charles Dickens gave an ambitious
young newspaper reporter his .first les-
son in interviewing. That was more
than twenty years ago and dining ilrj
Diclieus's last visit to this country-Th- e

givut novelist, gave two pill ilia
readingi in Buffalo, and on the day af-
ter, his reading in that city he went ta
the Niagara F alls w ith a party of friends.
It was to obtain his "impressions" of th
Falls that the ambitious young reporter,
sought Mr. Dickens a few minutes be-
fore the rising of the curtain on his sec-
ond Bight's entertainment." As luck-woul-

have it the distinguished anthon
was alone in the dressing room. H
was sitting at a rude pine table reading
a newspaper by the light of a splutter-
ing candle- -

."What is it. young man?" he said,,
somewhat gruffly, as soon as he becam
aware of the reporter's presence.

"I am a reporter for the Buffalo Ex
press," said the intruder with forced!
ca!tmie?3. "

"Yes, yes! well, what is it?" exclaim-
ed Mr. Dickens in a tone so freezings
that the reporter shivered and instinct
ively turned toward the door in ex--,

peel at ion of an admonition to "Get
at!" . ;

"Well, what do you want?" repeatei
the great Bo.'

Wh-wh-w- do yon think ofi
Niagara Falls?" rtamiuered the report-
er.

"None of your " begau the famous,
novelist with rising asperity.

I lieg your pardon, excuse me, Ithought " nervously interjected tha
rejairter. as he edged towards the door.

Wait a uioiiieiit. Coiiie here!" Mr.
Dickens demeanor and tone had chang-
ed completely. The reporter looked u;
iu surprise. The expression of annoy-
ance iu the face of the novelist had giv-
en way to one of amused interest. "So
you were sent to interview me, werta
you?" said he pleasantly. "Well, I'
hope you will excuse my candor in say-
ing that your paer timid not have sent
a perou less likely to succeed, even if
1 were willing to be intert ievved. which
I am noU My young frieud. let ma
give you a word of advice. When you
want to interview a man don't act as if
you were afraid of him, and don't
throw u net at him as though you wers
seeking tish iu invisible depths. Nc
man whose opinions are worth publish- -
ing will respond to a wholesale invita-
tion to unbosom himself. Don't ask
weak or frivolous questions. You rnusb
have an intelligent plan of campaign
when you go interviewing. First of aU!
you must know just w hat you want to
say and your questions must suffic-
iently incisive to awaken the interest;
of the person to whom they are address-
ed. Once you get a man interested in,
a subject it will require only a little in- -

comb iiwD sbe:

u
A

IIii ilo

Bargains!

BHlBas- -

MIL
Wo

our already low prices,
our stock of

Bargains,
-- IN-

--AT-

hd PUT
U JJUJ 1JUL

A still greater cut Into
to close out

Men's, Youths', Boys

XL

"Will she come, mother?"
The room was only faintly lighted:

the attendants moved noiselessly, fur
though he realized it nut himself. Per-
cy seemed very near the invisible line
which lies between this world and the
shadow-lau- d beyond.

There was no reply.
He looked up. la the place of the

stately grey-haire- d lady he expected to
see, a beautiful dark face bent over his
couch.- - Soft lips met his.

. not speak, darling. It is I,
Ailia. I kuow all."

Mrs. Montrose h u wiier woman.
She realizes the truth of the- - saying,
"True love cannot be bound by
Chains. ''

Percy and AiiU re married, and
through her wealth and high station
Ailia. ii euubled to help the votarifci of
the divine art --.he loves so .well, and
who, like herself once, are poor aud
needy.

In its silver-claspe- d, velvet-line- d

case is a violin.
Little fingers are sometimes allowed

to gently touch the strings, and baby-eye- s

which resist nurse's blandish-
ments to their utmost ne'er close so
quickly as when mamma lays her soft
cheek on its polished surface, aud
weaves delicious melodies for little
Percy's especial benefit.

From a Woman's Letter,
"Alas! the sarcasm of it all! I am

not sure that I have many months of
life! But if I have what then? Dien
sait! I can never work again! Shall I
not then pray for death as I now pray
for life? Kncore! Qui sait? It is very
sad to be taken w hen one Is in the very
flower of possibilities, at the desirable
time when ambition may justly look for
gratification. If I could tell you of this
hourly contemplation of what 1 most
loathe and dread! There are times
when I could shriek out in rebellion
against my sentence. I could light
anything but this inexorable malady.
And I love life, and am so veiling in
heart and mind. I cannot measure
myself by years, I feel, or rather felt
so young. lol bless you! dear friend:

me kiss It a moment, then put it awav.
this sad little letter that traveled to me

From a beautiful woman of days thai are
gone, who is dying in solitude over the
sea!

Just read it, you women! and read it. you
men: who have beamy to barter and
mone v to soend :

It was wrung from a heart that is torn with
despair, tis a letter or sympathy sent
to a friend.

As T think of the past there's a sigh on the
breeze, as 1 try to forget there s a a ail
in the air.

For the darkness it closes around as we move.
anda alley of Shadows is Vanity Fair!

Ah, the days were so annny. the sky was so
tine, ami tne apples so readily leu to

the hand
Of the beautiful women whoonce were so pure

as tney waiiuered lite eve in Honemia s
IjikI :

There was something so tender and true In the
voice orane errent who glided and
bask'd under leaves

Concealing the fruit that a minute destroys.
and a lifetime or misorv never retrieves :

There were kissos in plenty, and jewels galore.
and iieep-scente-d dowers to twine in the
hair

Of the woman who drank up her lor at a
draught, and galloped oil Pleasure thro'
Vanity Fair!

And now it i ended, the apples are gone, and
tne serpent in solitude gnus on the
tree.

But the dear voice of f.ove. that was all in the
world, is as sad as the desolate moan ol
tbe sea!

So the women are silently praying- for Death
wno never prayed nnee in tqeir Deauti-- f

ul life:
For the dull paiu of dying, it whitens the face.

as tne past to tne neart cuts it way like
a knife.

Ah ! the sigh of regret that sinks iuto tbe soul.
and tbe wan ot remembiaooe tliat sobs
on the ail'!

For the falls slowly, the play's at an
enu. ana tne ugnts are extiugutsnea iu
Vauity Fair!

Clement Scott in the Thtatre.

Tbe l ae of Words.
A Canadian savs that the word "to

boggan" should be pronounced with
the second o long, as in open.

Citizens of Depere. vv is., are about
to take a vote to determine whether the
name of their cilv4Ldli be spelled with
a small or with a capital P.

A student of Indian tongues declares
that the word "Chicago" was used by
the Pottawatomie Iudiaus long ago to
designate a place where wild onions
aboundedliterally, au onion patch.

The word "polvg is in constant use
among the people in Utah in conversa
tion aud in print to designate a Mor-
mon. "Cohab" is applied to a person
convicted of unlawful cohabitatiou aud
less frequently to a person of improper
habits.

The verb "to jounce" and the sub
stantive, "louueer, are becoming cur
rent in certain society circles as terms
by which to denote respectively "mash"
aud "masher." The idea involved is
that of the reduction of the victim to
the conditiou of jolting helplessness
typified by the jellyfish.

The term "pigeon English," used to
designate the linana franca which
passes current between English-spea- k

ing people and the Chinese, is said to
be a corruption of "business Lnglish,
the word being the nearest
approach that a Chinaman can make to
the pronunciation of the English word
'business.

Miss FoiTescue, the actress, told a
Chicago reporter fhe other day that the
adjective "elegant is never used in
London in cultivated conversation.
"Over here it is rightly, and. 1 notice,
frequently used," said she; "but in En-

gland we-- use it but for one thing in the
whole world, and what do vou think
that is? Iu advertisements of flats.
elegant new flats to let,' vou know."

It is the proper thing in St. Paul and
Minneapolis now to call a dude of
certain class a "fade." To come strict
ly under this designation a dude must
not be too old nor too stout, and his
most prominent characteristics must Ik?

a melancholy mien aud a habit of pro-
found silence where speech is not abso
lutely necessary. He should smile on-

ly rarely, and iu taking leave of a per
son should vanish geutly as if fatlmj
away,

Fair daughter Pa, dear, why are
vou so gloomy? Come, cheer up, and
"talk to your little Dot, Papa dea-r-
Well, dear, if you must know, I think
there'll haw to lie a receiver appointed
for my bank soon. F. D. Why, that
is iust too lovely. A receiver! And
why can't vou be a dear good fathet
and appoint me? Then I would have
to receive, and I could have a lovely
new receptiou dress; you're just the
dearest papa iu the world, but you do
love to look gloomy about nothing.
Pittsburg Bulletin.

The endeavor to keep the hats of the
women out of the theater during the
acts appears, on the whole, to be quite
as promising as the endeavor to keep
the hats of the men iu the theater be-

tween the acts. truviJtnce Journal,

A farmer in Delaware County, N. T.,
has a pork barrel that has beea ia oon
(taut M tot 1W jeaxt, -
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(Baooetsors to Q. E. Fairchild & Bro.,)
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Furniture,
Glassware,

r-- . i

Lamp Gods,
Silver Ware,
Gift Novelties, Etc.

We are new urciiared to offer the uublic a
fine line of the abore desnribed goods In all of
ia. latest pattern nnu designs, ana 01 aiuer-en- t

grades to meet all the rennirements of the
iinuD, wiiiuu wo nitf uib iuwhsi pus
sible prices-Com- e

ami se ) iw and be convinced.
We shall be pleased to show you our goods.

Whether you wish te bny or not.
New tioous arriving daily- -

Undertaking in aU its details.
We have secured the services of the papular

Undertaker, MR. A. B. FA1KCH1 LD. nho will
give special attention to the burial ot the dead.
All necessary supplies furnished on tuort uo-ti- ce

and at most reasonable terass.

JENKINS & COLLINS,
Mo. 8 Phenix Block, Ravenna. Ubio.

Quatori
FEED LIST.

Oat Shorts. .$17.00 per Tod
Oat Dust'. 8.00
Oat Bran.. 4.00
No. 1 Chop 17.O0
Corn Feel Meal) 1G.OOWhite $

Barley Meal, 10.00
We pay 30c for Oats, 7ic to

77c for Wheat; White, 88c.
" Dec. 13, 1880.

Business Cards.
. J. H. NICHOLS.

Attorney at law and Notary Public. Office
In F benix Block.over Second National Bank,
Ravenna, Ohio.

J. H. DUSSELL,
TTOHS EY AX LAW, Counsel in
English and tierman. Office over Fivh's

othing Store, Paenix F"r. Ziavenaa, '

! P. B. CONANT,
.' ttORNEY AT LAW, Bavenna, O.

k Omcein 4bMstGu - biuiK, North Chest.
"

. s Street, Bavenna, Ouio

I. H. PHELPS
TTOKVfiY AICI COL.SELI.OR AT

LAW. oikce ov. UEi-uiN- au--
aoo'8. Main St., Bavenns. Ohio.

A. W. BEMAN,
Attorney Law. offiob, no. a 608

Broadway lUth V? ard), Cleveland, Ohio. TW

A. N. FARR,
rrULIC Mantua. O.NOTAHV (JuIle :; ioas and Feusion Busi-D- m

promptly attended toou the most reason.
Ahl. terms, 61-t- f.

; I. T. SIDDALL,
Attorney at Law. OtSce In Phenix Block.

Bavenna, Ohio 19 -

13. Y. LACEY,
AT LIW, and NOTARYATTORNEY

oalco with H. Stoat, North ChestnutSt
Bavenna, Ohio.

C. D. INGELlL,
AT LAW and NotaryATTOKNKV in over airs. Smith's Milli-ar- y

Store' Mantua station, Ohio. f.

E. W. MAXSON,
Attorney stud Counselor att Law possesses

superior facilities tor musing collections m
all parts of the United States. Office over
riret National Bank, GarretU viUe, Ohio,

J. WAGGONER, M. D.
"Physician and Surgeon, Office East end of

Phenix Block, Residence, corner of Alalu
and Prospect Streets, Kaveuna, Ohio.
Ofllea hours: a to It a. m., l to 4 and 1 toll p.m.

C. L. BELDEN,
AND BtlKOKON Onloa at

I)HYIIOIA.NKing Street, tlrst door south of

M, G. McBRipE, M. D.,
HosB.opatblo Fbysielan aud Surgeon.

Opfioi In Poe's Block, oer Uroceryof K. A.
VaaN ass,

Bmidimvi on Cleveland Avenue, 5th residence
North of Bowery Street. bi7 '

G. M. PROCTOR, M. D.,

BtiyloIa.ii .m1 Hni-ifeo- u,

, 8BJ.LIRSVJLLS, OHIO.

Will attend to all calls in the line or his profes-
sion, both day and night.

Omoe.one door Kast of ShalersvilleKzcbange
Bote!.' 418-- 1

C. II. GRIFFIN,
NTIST. Ofllce over rirst National BankD Odlce hours from 8 a. m. to 5 p. m.

W. W. WHITE, M. D.,
rhyslalan aud Surgeon, Orrioi, East end of

itania Block, up stairs, Bavenna, O. Res-
idency oa Pratt Street, west aide, frst house
south of Main. U0--

PETER FLATH.
Vl.tbl.rand Mercbaut Tailor, Hats, Caps

and furnishing Uoods. Phenix Block , Main
Street. Bavenna. Ohio.

- OttS.lt. 1SM.1.

T UK N.T.r.A O. UOUa- K-

f)pp.site the Depot, - Ravenna, O
Only $1.00 a day boose in the city.
Meals at.all hours at 95 cents.

IS It ' WW TH. Frnnrlator

WANTED TO BUT.
eo,000 or J6-0O- FEET OF BASSW00D
LOUS, to be dehvered at our Mill; Persons

to e." ;!- - call -

UOS 'nvati at YEtI.

Pension!
Pension Claims succeisfuiiy prosecuted.

Call on or address . T. I.ACKT,
Attorney at Law. '

Batimma, Ohio.
ttavltkM.6rvAS

and Children's

Clothing.

HE LOVES HER STILL.
"Ail i a, that will do for this morn-

ing. I am not able to attend a 1

should. Come here, my child."
. It was a low dark room in one of the

tenements with which the street na?
i rosrded, and upon a narrow bed. lay
an old man. ifis eyes wer$ listlessly
clooexl. aud his long white hair was
flung carelessly back front " his higb
pale forehead. i

As Ailia approached, with her dear
violin graaped tightly in both her small
hand, hi eyes opened, and one cwald
not help but notice the tire . of genius
which shone in their dark luminou
depths.

'No one could render that bettei
than you have, little one," he said
fondly, as he stroked lovingly back the
long dark curls.

'I m glad you were pleased, grand-
father,'' sha said simply. They were
Italians,, the old man and his grand-
child.

That they had not always been poon
was whispered around among the few
who had become acquainted with Sig-n-r

Paulo, as he was called. Some
4ahl b was a miser and hoarded gold
for til child, whose playiug, though
she was no young, was marvelous.
But these surmises did not trouble the
old man as he went out and came in
among thein.

There was really no mystery what
ever alxiut his frequent departures, foi
Signor Paulo was a music-teache- r,

and, though not well paid, he had a
small class of scholars. Since he had
Ml his native land he had never been
successful, but at last good fortune
seemed to be coining to htm.

A wealthy Italian lady liecanie in-

terested in hi in. and learning that he
was of her own country, she engugrtl
him to take charge' of her musical
soirees.

"Little Ailia, you shall have a new
dress and that fine book of Handel you
have wanted so long," he said glee-
fully to his granddaughter. But. the
next day he was stricken down by a
fever.

For four weeks he had lain on hi
sick bed. old and poor, and all aloue.
save for the company of Ailia.

What was to be diftie?
Though still a mere child only thir-

teen Ailia hail a womau's mind. All
unconsciously the thoughts and feel-

ings which prompted the masterly
strains of the composers he so Joved
had woven themselves into every fibfs
of her own heart.

Kept as she Uaa toeen, from early
childhood, from aught that might be
hurtful to her sweet innocence, Aili
was still as trustful and unfearing of
harm as an infant.

So when the pressing thought came,
what should be done to obtain dally
food for her sick grandfather aud lifer-sel- f,

she remembered with a glad
thrill his words iu praise of her play-
ing.

That afternoon, while the old man
sleptz--a little figure, wrapped in a long
scarlet mantle, glided down the steep
stairs.

It was a bright sunny afternoon,
aud Ailia made her way to a fashion-abl- e

street, and before a stately brown
stone mansion she paused.

Glancing upward, she saw in a lace-drape- d

window some ladies and a
gentleman. f

They were not noticing her. Care-
fully taking the violin from it case,
she "laid her cheek softly down, and
with trembling fingers drew the how
across the vibrating strings.

The group above suddenly separated,
and the window gently opened.

Why, mamma,1' exclaimed a young
voice, it's only a poor little girl, and
she's playing that air of Cherubiui's
I've been trying to learn for a
month'

Hn-ih- Mattie!" said another voiee.
"iou't talk amid such music."

Ailia finished, and, lifting ber dark
eyes towards the window, she waited.

By Jove! mother, there s genius in
that child's playing; and what a little
beauty she is. Let s call her in- -

Before his mother, a true tvpe of a
diguitied aristocratic Knglish matron,
could speak, her impulsive son hail left
the room, and soon returned, leading
by the hand the little musician.

Then Ailia ulaved as she had never
played before. .Something told her
that that moment was the turning- -

point of her destiny.
1 ne IIUV cmiu-nanu- s, as inev wieiu--

ed th buw, seemed to her hearers as if
instinct wUh power to command the
lurkiusr mus'its in the strings to dis
close herself.

Before she left the Montrose man
sion that afternoon, Ailia had to)d, in
artless words, her history; and Mrs.
Montrose, won, for the time, quite out
of her usual impassiveness, had urged
her to play at her weekly parties dur-
ing the whole of the coining season.

Little Ailia easily pacitied her grand-
father when he reproved her for what
she had done, when she told him of her
good fortune.

From beguiling the hours for the
fashionable throng which assembled in
the Montrose drawing-room- s, Ailia
was finally engaged to teach music to
the young daughter of the house.

A great affection sprang up between
the two girls, both of the same age,
though in such different stations.

Ailia ami her grandfather did not
live in the crowded tenement any
longer, but had pleasant rooms in a
quiet street.

Old Signor Panlo never recovered
enough to leave his bed; but as he fe.lt
the pangs of approaching dissolution
he did not feel the depth of anguish at
leaving Ailia that he must have suffer-
ed if she had not proved herself so well
able to care for her own future.

At iirst his iriaiulctiild sorrowed
bitterly; but as time went on she felt

1 that it va better as it was, anil mat
Uot for worUU would slw. If she ould.

recall her deal- - grandfather back to his
weary couch of pain.

Four years had passed; aud from a
slight child Ailia had developed rapid-
ly into the rounded curve of woman-
hood. She was beautiful, with the
dark clear skin of her Italian parent-
age, and the masses of raven-blac- k

hair which waved back from a low
broad forehead. Her great, lustrous,
almond-lidde- d eyes had in them a
strange charm, and few could look into
Ateir depths without a longing to

Uinter
consisting of Overcoats, Fur Caps, Gloves,
Mittens, and in fact everything in this line.

REMEMBER,

to demand his release from this foolish
engagement.

it h batud breath Ailia waited un
til she4(ad finished, qni then., rising,
she drew her superb town tu its full
height, and met the angry light of the
cold F.uglish blue eyes with the Italiau
dusk of her own.

'Your son wishes to lie released
from his troth? Is what you have just
said true?''

Most certainly, I am sure vou
peed not be surprised, Mis Paulti.
when you think of the great disparity
there is between your stations in so?
cietv,"

It was over. Ailia had given hack
the ring, the symbol of their attach,
lnetit, to Mrs. Montrose.

Alone in her room she battled with
her heart with its intense longing to
sue Percy once more, and hear from
his own lips that what his mother had
said was untrue.

But to her spirit falsehood was un
suspected as it was unknown, and aba
felt that she must never look upon his
face again.

For a long time it was a source of
wonder as to where the talented, beau-
tiful young mtlsie-teaeh- er had vanish
ed, so suddenly had she gone.

A few veal's passed. Mrs. Montrose
and her son aud daughter were travel-
ing abroad. Anxiety for Percy had
engraved deep wrinkles upon his
mother's once smooth brow.

He was not the merry impulsive Percy
of old: his face was grave and pale,
and his friends, as they passed hiiu,
shook their beads.

Long ago, Mrs. Montrose had re
jiented of what she had done-i-t- if the
cruel falsehood which had wrecked
her son's happiness, and driven the
orphan-gir- l away fim her home, But
Ho trace of Ailia had she ever found,
and she feared to disclose her treachery
to the sou she idolized,

While iu Home, cards cumu to their.
hotel, inviting them to a grand JiU,
which was to celebrate the birthday
of the heiress of a noble family.

All there was in that aw lout city of
rank and loveliness were gathered to-
gether in Signora's Lisbon's salon, and
at the end of the long room the host-
ess aud her daughter awaited their
guests.

Iho younger lady was turned slight
ly away from au approaching group,
among which Airs. .Montrose, cugamea
and stately as ever in her black velvet
and diamonds, leaned upon her son's
arm.

Mark, Percy," she murmured, "the
grace which high birth gives to its
children."

The presentation began. An usher
announced:

"Mrs. Moutrose Mr. Percy Mont-
rose."

The young lady turned, and there,
iu that regally beautiful face, Percy
recognized his lost Ailia.

A day after, with a heavy heart.
Mrs. Montrose bent over the bed
where her son and heir raved in de-

lirium. The blow she had long dread-
ed had falleu; he was dangerously
ill.

It was some time before the physi-
cian gave any hope, aud then he said
seriously:

Your son may recover, madame, if
he does not have a relapse; but I can
see tlrat his mind is troubled; it is
not bodily weakness alone which ails
him."

Iu laer room the haughty woman fell
upon her knees and prayed for her
son s life. Before the stent messenger
who strips off all disguises, her pride
melted, and she rose with a resolution
to coufess all To her son.

With as much calm as he could con
1 1'u I Psrcv listened, theu he turned his
face awav.

He said no reproachful words, but
the look which flashed into the gloom
of his once so nierrv eves warned h
mother that if she could not undo the
wrong she herself had done, hence-
forth her son would be estranged from
her forever.

Mrs. Montrose sought and found
Ailia in her adopted mother's home.
Then, in trembling tones, she pleaded
with the girl she had once scorned for
forgiveness for herself and hope for
her son.

Ailia heard her to the end.
"Mrs. Montrose," she said, "when

you drove me by your cruel words out
into the cold world, I confess that a
feeling nearly akin to hate tilled my
breast. What might have become of
lue not, had not God brought
me a kind friend one who had kuown
my grandfather in his native land.
She took me, crushed and wounded as
1 was. to her heart, and at last I con-

quered my grief and was happy. I do
not hate you now.

'But Percy my poor boy what
message shall I take to him?"

'Of him I do not care to speak,"
coldlv replied Ailia.

.'But, Ailia. listen. I have not
told you all. When I took back to
Percy the ring, I made him think that
you yourself had broken the engage-
ment; that you had been mistaken, aud
the feeling you had for him was not
love."

"Yqu told him that? He believed
that 1 did not love him! Theu that it
was why he let me go as I thought
so willingly, and never sought me!"

A. vivid red glowed, through the, clear

We have constantly on

O. please, Mrs. , can't I ride home
with vou in your carriage?'

'Why. certainly not." I replied. She
didn't seem at all abashed, but looked
at me- - patronizingly aud said;

l just wanted to tell vou I felt a
sort of pity for you.'

'Pity for me. I gasped, 'mv oonr
little child there is ' UOO in the house.
I think you had better go home and
pray to be like me.' I suppose the

kIiciiIoiis infant had foniured no the
ilea that her art leaa sympathy would

Im; a great benelicence.
her annoyance which every

actress is subjected to is the treatment
f the in. ill which waits alwiiu the

theatre doors. Knglish nmhs have
gome features which are more terrible
than American mobs. They are really
niore dangerous but not so impudent
as American crowds.

"Once, when I got out of mv cat
iage iu Loudon to go into the theater

there was a very mob about
the doors, and one hideous old woman
hit me violently across the back with
her umbrella and leered a frightful
face tip at me.

'Do you think you re a lovely wo
man, she shrieked.

' 'No.' said I, I don't. Do von?'
The crowd stopped grumbling and de
rail laughing. It s easy, enough to
leal with an English limb if one onlv
knows the way to do it.

Here the crowds are mostly made
up of young lioys, and they are incor--
igible and shout the most dreadful
hings after ohm There seems to be

no effort to stop them at all. It is like
encountering shot and shell to go from
the theater to the carriage."

Genevieve Ward' Dog.

Miss Genevieve Ward has a famous
dog, and thereby hangs a tale. A tail
hangs by most dogs, except bull dogs
and scotch ten ters, which have their
tails cut off, probably to keep thein
from being chewed off. What kind of
a dog Miss Ward's is, the reporter
does not know: but as it has a tail, it
is neither a bull dog nor a Scotch- - ter-
rier. As its name is Thekla, and as
Miss Ward has been all over the
world, it is probably a Russian "dog.
It has grown old in her affections, and
she cliugs to it with unswerving devo
tion. It gives her sympathy aud con-

solation when business is bad, aud in
these degenerate days of dime museums
and "farce-comedies- ," its services are
frequently needed.

A gentleman who once journeyed
from India to Australia with Thekla
aud Miss Ward tells the following
amusing story of their devotion to
each other. It appears that iu Austra
lia there is a ridiculously large import
duty on dogs, and they are also re-

quired to go into a quarantine for a
certain length ot time, in order to
make sure that they will not introduce
the mange or other low diseases
among the high-bre- d dogs of Austra
lia, which, like other colonists are
particularly careful of their aristocratic
belongings.

Miss Ward learned of this state of
affairs as the ship approached its desti-
nation. See immediately took alarm
and her demonstrations of affection for
Thekla increased at the rate of seven
knots an hour, the average speed of
the ship. A Mr. Basisto. a member of
the Victorian parliament, telegraphed
from Adelaide to Melbourne, trying to
have Miss Want's dog admitted free
and at once uiion the landiug of the
ship. Other high political influence
was brought to bear: but wheii tli

party got into the harbor of Mel-

bourne, the purser, who had leen par
ticularly objectionable during the voy-
age, said that a reply had Iwcu re-

ceived to the effect that Thekla must
submit to the usual indignities. Miss
Ward rushed up to the captain and
pointing to the purser, said:

"This kangaroo says I can't get my
dog in. Now. if the dog doesn t go iu
neither will 1. I'll just stay with the
ship.

This was rather startling. Miss
Ward's arrival was awaited with eager
expectancy by a public that had heard
of her great charm and talent as au
actress. Her engagement was to be
the event of the Melbourne season,
and to have the whole of Australia dis-

appointed because of a dog. however
expert the latter might be in standing
on his hind legs, turning somersaults,
and other canine accomplishments,
was too much for the captain. He
said:

"Miss Ward, you just wrap that dog
up iu your shawl, put a shawl-stra- p

around him to keep him quiet, and
carry him ashore without saying any-
thing about it."

And that is how Thekla" entered Mel-

bourne. Whether or not Miss Ward
told the fore-warn- and expectant
custom officers that Thekla had died
of ss the reporter's informant
did not say. He did say, however,
that the passengers effected the dis-
charge of the disagreeable purser,
whom Miss Ward called a kangaroo.
Loyij Hje Couricr-Jouriia- l, .

still and soft Fur and Wool Hats, uaps, as
well as Plain and Fancy Shirts, Underwear,
Hosiery, Neckwear, Linen Collars and Cuffs,
Handkerchiefs of all kinds. Also, a large line
of Trunks, Yalises, Traveling Bags, &c.,at the
very lowest figures.

AND DON'T FORGET
That we have the

Largest SIai; of Foreiga ani Drills Woslsns

eniiilv to keep hi m talking. After
what I have seen to day I can not help
feeling au interest in Niagara Falls. but
f you will excuse me for saying so, vou

lack the ingenuity to set me talking on
the subject. I wish you well, however.
Good night."

Mr. Dickens's "impressions" of Ni
agara Falls were not printed iu auvj
Buffalo newspaper the next day, bau
his pithy remarks on the subject of in
terviewing were printed on the tablet
of that voung reporter memory iad
red ink, as ij were. ,

Handsome Ben Le Fevre.
Congressman Ben Le Fevre of Ohio

is a large and handsome bachelor, and
has suave manners. He spends a good
deal of his time entertaining the ladies
who visit the Capitol, and is Tjuud iu
the ladies' gallery as often as in his
seat. The waiters in the restaurant
always expect him down with one of
his lady friends about It o'cloc":, and
usually save up something nice. Ha
treats all his favorites impartially, but
dislikes a crowd, and never inntea
more than one to lunch with him. Mr.
Le Fevre has adopted a system of
signals for communicating with hi,
lady friends, and has giveu tne key to
quite a number of them, for he is not
devoted to any particu,ar one. wneu
he wants a lady to lunch with him, for
instance, he makes a sign tow ard tha
gallery where is sitting and she,
like Daw Crockett's coon, comes
down, so that he, being a heavy-waiste-d

man and short of breath, will not hava
to climb the itairs. Some of the mem
bers who jit aloiufti-- ! if Le Fevre in
the House have tumbled to this signal
business, having seen it going on for-- a

year or more, and now watch tha
Ohio statesman to sec what the eflect
is. One of them says hen they saw
le Fevre sigtial the words --Gome)
down to lunch with ine," yesterday,
they went out into the corridor to see.
who the lady was. To their surprise,
they foiiud Le Fevre trying to dodge
iuto a committee room. It so happen-
ed that the galleries were pretty well
crowded with people, and Mr. Le
Fevre" s lady friends were well repre-
sented. When he gave the signal to &

particular one the rest saw it. aud, sup-

posing that it was intended for them,
each left her scat, aud the six met iu
the corridor, all strangers to each other.
As he bad sworn upon bis credentials
as a Congressman that be loved each .

solely and alone, he did not know what
might happeu if he met tbe crowd in
the corridor, and dodged into the com-

mittee room just in time to escape.
When 1 repeated the story to Mr. Le
Fevre he declared there was not a word
of truth in it. and insisted that the sis
ladies were all soliciting subscriptions
for jeiievob-ii- i purposes. He would
have contributed toone or two of them,
but did not like to give away money to
charity by wholesale, aud w hen he saw
so many "he dodged thein. as any other
Congressman would have done.
t'hicayo Seics. j

Tlovc and Ashes.

San Francisco's pretty women who
are given to flirting have a way of
mixing up poetical sentiment that, as
a writer ill the t'lirvnirlf observes,
takes the angel cake. One of these
fascinating creatures, who gets great
numbers of love-letter- s, was asked
what she did with them. Her answer
tells the story: "I burn them at once.
I have a vase in my room. I have had
it for a year or two. When 1 get a
love-lette- r, it does not matter from
whom. I light il and throw it into the
vase. It burns, and 1 never disturb
the ashes. That jar is half full of
ashes now. aud heaven knows how-man- y

declarations of love are cremated
there."'

After the opera: Twelve year old"
miss The opera was very long, wasn't
it mamma? Mamma Yes, daughter,
and very stylish. Miss The ballet
girls dou't sing-- do they mamma?
Mamma No, daughter. Miss Why
do they have the ballet, then, mamma?
Papa To make the opera as broad as
it is long, daughter. Dou't ask any
gMro questions. Critic .

for Custom Work ill the County; fhat we will
guarantee both Fit and Workmanship, as well

' . . , .rn: ; t ,i i a.

hand a large stock of

imm'tij-- a rrrtiiifir t.f

u,s Aiiiuiiuugs, ana :u prices mac cane ue ucau

Shoe Traide HSooming !
m s t. m tarn

Things Mecomiug ILivcly !

Our PBICB are LOWEH than Ever!
w w y st

Were ot going to smer you an old song, nor
Q- -. , aa.w.niUUl0 Mlt uuic &v,.ub w

ve You Solid KomIs !

which can't be disputed. If you don't believe
it, call and examine them.

Three Boors X.a.$it ofT Xown Kail


